J4O     THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
and hidden its leaves in darkness^ when only the
shape of the flower is left, a ghost of itself.
There was something of dusk in these days.
The rains were late, but for a week the sky had
shown no colony only a brooding grey, and the
sun had not come from behind the clouds. The
city seemed like a dream under that heavy sky,
Stephen in his office, Rosa going about the house
were part of that dream, caught in each other;
when Stephen came in the evening he could not
bear to meet her before other people and he called
her into the garden.
In the garden those Indian nights, it was hot
and still and the moon was full, the parting of the
palms shone like silver in the brilliantined leaves
and the cassia trees dropped their petals on the
drive with a sound like footsteps pattering up it.
Everything had its shadow on the grass; the
flying foxes across the sky, the convolvulus along
the palm stem, the shadows of lily spikes and
cocks-combs and the steps with angles of dark-
ness; and the shadows of Rosa and Stephen walk-
ing on the grass beside the sundial, where the
jasmine was in full flower on the stone*
A firefly rested In the dark leaves, circled to
the trees, and Rosa5 watching It, said: "Look,
Stephen, a flying star/' as seriously as in a dream.
If a star had blown down at her feet, she would
have picked it up and given it to Stephen without
surprise.
They walked now without talking, not looking
at one another, not touching their hands. Stephen